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= oof tbe ol Engli fb Poets and ders 
cas “An F S S A Y. 


Lmoftall the Modern Fryelaeth: evén thofe that are now, maft ‘re- 
~ fin’d, were barbarous 500 Years ago; “When the Barbarians had 
over-run the Roman Empire, ‘theit Languages prevail’d every 
A where with their Arms: Even thé-Italian Tongue, now {6 Mu- 
' fical and Polite, till Dante's and Petrarch’s Titht,-i4co Years ago, ‘Was .as 
much corrupted by.a Mixture of Gothick and Légabard Words, if there 
was any Difference in thofe Languages except’in the Diale@s,* as was 
their Architecture and Painting, from what it was inthe Reign of the Cz- 
Jars. The French Tongue was then fo rude, that’tis: not intelligible now 
to thofe of that Nation, who are not very well vers?d-in it; andthe French 
ftand:in as much need of a Didionary to underftand the old Poem, call’d 
the Romance of the Rofe, whichis one of their oldeft Pieces in Verfe, as we 


do to read Robert of Gloucefter ; not to fay Chaucer, with whom however 
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his Readers will now and then be puzzl’d, if they don’t know a little 
French, and a little Dutch too, there is fo much of the Saxon or German 
Tongue in his Language. The Poets in thofe Days cou’d rhime, and were 
fo fond of jingling, that they us’d it in ‘their Latin Verfes: The Bar- 
barity of 7 or 8 Centuries together had almoft made it neceflary ; and there 
was hardly any Metre without it. The Poets, tho they cou’d not fhake off 
this Yoke, yet they knew their own Languages wou’d not exprefs the Ma- 
jéfty or Beauty of a fine Thought; and therefore they feldom or never ‘ 
writ in them. The firft that got any great Reputation in Europe by wria bar 
ting in Verfe, inhisown Tongue, was Dante, anlItalian, who writ about ex 
the Year 1320. He was foon follow’d by Petrarch, who made fuchaPro- @ Sa 






















Tongue, wrote better French than fome who came many Years thim. As & 


Chaucer’s Poems, we have more Right toit than they; for the Author w 
an Englifhman, his Name Yobn Afoon: He wasa Student in Paris, and the 
writ that Poem; which Chaucer tranflated into Englfh, *Tis true, th 
French reform’d their Language fooner than we did, tho they began 
ter; But their Task was not fo difficult :. Some Remainders of the Roman 
Tongue, which was fpoken generally in Gaul, had been incorporated I 
with chat of the Franks, made their Language fimoother thanours, and B 7 
More apt for Improvement. The Engli/h, till Chaucer’s time, might be O 
look’@ upon to be no more than a contus’d Mixture of Saxon and the Nore T 
man Jargon. For if the Diale& of that Province is corrupt in our Days, : 
it mu{t have been much more fo in the Conquerour’s, and not worthy the A 
Name of a Language. We fhallnot take any Notice of J/canus, an Englith A 
Poet, Neckbam, or others, who writ in Latin. Tho the former’s Diction I} 
% 
B 
B 








was fo pure, that his Poem de Bello Trojano was printed in Germany under 
the Name of Cormelius Nepos. Contemporary with him was Robert of Glou- 
cefter, who flourifh’d 500 Years ago, and wrote a Chronicle in Verfe, 
which, by the Help of an Interpreter, one may underftand, and not withe 
out it, aswillappear by thefe four Lines of his on the Monks of Bangor. - 
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In the Citie q Bangor 4 great Hous the was, 
4 


And ther undyr vij Cellens *, and ther of ther 4+- Nas 
That CCC Monks hadde othur ‘mo J | | . 


| And all by thure travayle lyvede, loke now if they do fo. 


. Above 120 Years after Robert of Gloucefter’s Death, liv’d Robert de Long- 
land, a Shropfhire Man , of whofe Poetry we can fay as little as of Gloucefter’s, 
excepting that we have met with fomething of his in Blank Verfe; as. his 
Satyr onthe Lazinefs of the Monks. 





eet With two flimy Eyne, . 
I muft fit, faid the Segge, or elce I muft needs nap, 
‘I may not ftond, ne floupe, ne without my Stole kneele, 
Were I brought 4 Bed (but if my Talende iPmade) 
houd ne ringing do me rife, or 1 were ripe to dine, 
. He began Benedicite with a Belke, and.his Breaft knoked, 
B  Andraskled, and rored, and rut at the laff;  - 
EL ifhoud dye by this Daie me lyfte not to loke. , 
By | 1 cannot perfitly my Pater Nolt as the Prieft it fingeth, 
I | ‘Ber Fea Rimes of Robin. Hod and Randal of Chefter, - 
|. Bat of our Lord or our Lady I lerne nothing at all, 


B =F amoccupied evry Day, holy Day, and other, 
With idle Tales atthe Ale, and other while in Churches, 
. Gods Paine and his Paffion, full felde think I thereon, 
I vifited never Feble-men, ne fettred folke im pittes, ot: 
- [have Lever here an Harlotrie,«or a Summers Game, , 
Or Leafings, to laugh at and bilye my Neighbours. J 
. Thenvall that ever Marke made, Math. John azd Lucas, — 
And Vigiles and Fafting Dates all thofe let I paffe, 
And lie in Bed in Lent, and my Lemmanin mine Armes; 
Ihave been Prieft and Parfon paffing thyrtie Winter, 
Tet can I nether Solfe, ne fing, ne Saints Lives read, 
But [can find in a Field, or tn a Furlong an Hare, — 
Better than in Beatus Vir, or iz Beats omnes, 
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| Learned us’d to write onlyin Latin or French, and not in Englift our 
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As old as the Metre is, we doubt not the Character of the jolly Friar, 
which is not ill drawn,, will pleafe the Curious, who will fee that the £yg- 
lifh is much mended of what it wasin Gloucefter’s Days. By this we may al- 
fo perceive'there were two famous Ballads at that time, one on Robin Hood, 
who rob’d in Richard the Firft’s Reign, and another on one of the Ralphs, 
Earls of Chefter, each of which muft be as old asthaton Robin Hood; for the 
laft Ralph wascontemporary withthat famous Robber. About 70 Yearsafter 
ELongland came Chaucer, the Father of the Englifh Poefy, of whom an old Hi- 
{torian writes, He was a AZan fo exquifitely learn’ d in all Sciences, that hts Match 
was not eafily found any wherein thofe Days , and for reducing our Engli{h Tongue 
to a perfect Conformity, be bath excelled therein.all others: 4e departed this Life 
about the Year of our Lord 1402. Contemporary with him was Fobn Gower, 
defcended of the Gawers of Sittenbam in Yorkfhire, who was a Student in 
the Inns of Court, and knowing in all forts of: good Learning, efpecially 
in Poefy, both Latinand Englifh... The fame Author fays, he applied bis En- 
deavour, with Chaucer, to garnifh the Engi{h Tongue,'in bringing it from a 
rude Unperfettnefs unto a more apt Elegancy : For whereas before thofe Days the © 
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Yet in the main his Meafure is uneven; and the firft who feem’d to be re- 
gular in that way was Lidgate, the Monk of Bury, who flourifh’d under 
Henry V.and HenryV1. of whom we find it faid by a very famous Author ; 
If Chaucer’s Coin were.of agreater Weight for deeeper Learning, Lidgate’s were 
of amore refin’d Standard for purer Language. Indeed Chaucer is more unin- 


telligible, and his Verfe for the moft part not fonumerous. Wecannot 
prove what we have faid better than by giving youan Example. Chaucer, Trum 
in Praife of our St. George, fings, : r , “e 
, ha 
oo | quine 


But 
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© ‘Bat for God’s Pleafance,. . 
And his Mother, and in fignifiance, 
That ye ben of St. Georges Liverie, 
Doeth him Service and Kpightly Obeifance, 
For Chrifts Caufe is his, well knowen yee. 


Which are not the moft unharmonious Lines in his Poems, where we 
took the firft that came-to our hand, that we might do him Juftice, and 
not pick out the worlt. -Lidgate, in his Life and Death of Heéfor, {peaking 
inhisown Exenfe, has thefe Lines. _ 


aasees I know the Verfe therein is wrong, 
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writing Verfe and Profe, 


} nor yet did view, 
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Minds of thofe that are to be touch’d by the Truth and Simplicity of Na- 
ture; for fhe cannot be better painted, if we wili excufe the antique Colony. 
ing; and yet the Expreflion, asold as ’tis, has the Advantage of Sir Plj. Ml diffe 
lip’s belov’d Song. We guefsat its Antiquity by Circumftances only, forMin, ¢ 
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when the Battle of Otterburn, in 
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| itis written: 


@ Fare : 


for the Month of June, 1707. 133 


learned and painful Corre@ions- Sternhold and Hopkins liv’d in the next Rei n,.. 
and were employ’d to tranflate the Pfalms, which they perform’d very in- 
differently ; for they cannot be excus’d on account of the Age they liv’d 
in, fince the Gentlemen who writ before then had a quite different Mans °. 
ner, more elegant, more harmonious, and more’poetical. Weare now 
coming to Spencer’s Time, whofe Fairy Queen farpriz’d and charm’d every > 
body, and {till has the fame Effet. Fairfax, who was hisContemporary,, .~. 
tranflated the Grerufalemme of Taffo, in fuch Numbers, that Mr. Waller us’d 

to own he ftood indebted to him for his Verfifications as Mr. Waller. was. . 


doubtlefs a great Help to Dryden, who brougat the Harmony of English 
Poefy to its prefent Perfection. 


Thuswe fee, thatin England, as well asin Italy, the Poets were the Re- 

ners Of Language. ‘In France, they were encourag’d by the Foundation of 
a Koyal Accademy, into which indeed many were admitted, who wete 
not Wrters of Verfes, but none whohad not a Taft of Eloquence; and 
sM@none Can havea Taft of Eloquence, without a Relifh of Poetry. 
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134 The Mufes Moneys: 


; aon eenete ot SA, The Nat-biown Maid. 
B.Sc, 5 POEM, near 300 Years Old. 

| Lijeel of eitiosh | ‘ xe watt 
ULEAD ¢ iE right 92 ip20ns, Ebefe infer among, on oonme, bo camplaire Man 
’ bu yh si *~ Afferming this, vot that it is, alabdur fpent-in baine, 

| {0 love them twele, fo2 never a dele, they lobe a man agatne, 
Ff02 lefea man, do what be can, ther fabour fo atfapne, 


et pf anew, do them purtue, ther furtt trety lober than.» " 
Haboureth fo. nought, ad.from ber thought, heisa banitgyd span, 


Z fay not nay, bat that all Day, it is bothe frit and fayne, 

What womans fapth, is as who faythe, all ufterly necaiins | 
Wut neverthelels, right good Witnels, 0 this cale might ‘be layte 
That they love tretve, and contynety,recozbe fhe Nut-brown Mayde 
CHA bich. Son ber lobe, toban her to probe, be came fo make bis mone 
Tatalb pot neRaet foo in bet bette, the loge. but ae 


Than bettvene us, lettens difeutte, tbat toas all the mance. 
wWettoene them, too, tue spyll alfo, felle all the pent am re 
What he was in, now A begynne, fo that edge tt: 
- WMAherefoze ye, that peefent be, 3 papgite an@ate,. 

Jam the Knyght, ¥ cam by Mysht, as lecretas 3can, ag 
Man-  aping alas, thus fanveth the Cate, Jam abanityys Dan. 


Woman Aud 3 your wars, fo2 to fulfplie, in this ivpl not 1 fufe, 
Crufting to tt ivozdis felve, that.men babe an tlle ule: 
. To thir own thame, women fo blame, a caufelefe them acute, 
sherefore to pou qf anftoere noi, alle fopmentoercufe;  . 
9p’ yn otune Perte vere, with you tobat there, ¥ pay pou felle a noe 
Foz in my mynde, of al mankynde, J love but you allon. 
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Womai 


Man 3 fondeth lo, adede is dO, twherefo2e moche harme tall qroive,BMan 
Wy Welkeny, is fo2 fo Dep, athamfull Dethe F trowwe, 

D2 ellis fo flee, thezeon mutt be, none other way F knolve, 

Wut to withdraive, as an Quflaw, and fake me to mp home. 
Wiherefore adetv, my olone Perle tvelwe, tone offer red 3% cat, 

For J mul fo, the grene Hove ado, alone a banifyo gan. 





















Man 
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Woman  iord, twbat is this, worldis blyle, that chaungeth as the wp one, 


py Somers Bap, in luttp ap, ts derked befoze fhe one. 

¥ bere pou faye, fariwell nay, nap, tc dDeparte nof foo fone, 
GUbp fap pe fo, whedet iwyl pe goo, alas twhat have pe done, 

Aile my twelfare, fo fozotw and care, thulde chaunge pf ye were gon, 
Fo2rin my mypnde, of al mankynde, J love but pou allon. 


J can belebe, tf thall pou greede, and homivbat pou diffrapne, 
Wut aftprivarde; pour papnes harde, within a day 02 fineyne 
Sbal fone a flake, and pe hal fake, Comfozt fo pou agapne, 

Ca hp ould pe noughl,fo2 fo make thoughl, pour labur were in bapne. 
And thus J do, and pap pou loo, as berfelp as F can, 

F032 FJ mule boo, the grene dove goo, alone a banithpd W ait. 


Woman spotw fpth that ye, babe ewwed to me, the fecvef vf pour mypnde, 


Man 





evan 


bat F had foo, Che qrene Wod geo 5 alone a baniihyd Wan. 


4 thal be plapne, to pou agains, Ipke as ye thal me fpnde. 
Spth itisfo, that ye wyll goo, FJ twol not lere beshpnde. 
{hal never be fayd, fhe Nut-brown Mayde, was fo bet iLobve unkpno. 


Wake pou cedy, fo2 foam J, alléhouch it were anoon, 


Foz in mp mynde, of al Pankpnode,) Z love bur you allow. 


Vet J pourede, take good hede, whan mett yl thinke and fey, 
Df ponge andvolde, tf thal be folde, that pc be gone aiwap. 


— Pour inanfon twplle, fo2 fo fulfplle, in grene Wood pou fo play, 


Andthat pe myght, from your delpfe, noo lenger make delay. 


Mather than ye, thould'thus fo2 me, be called an plte Woman, 


Met wolde JF to; the gvene Whovde goo, alone a banithyd Wan. 


Boman ghongh it be Conge, of olde and yonge, that F thuld be to blame, 


Wheirs be the charge, that {peke folarge, in burting of mp Pame, 
Foz F wyl probe, that feythfal Lobe, t€1s debopd of Shame, 

Bn pour Difrefs;, and Pevpnels, fo parte wyth pou the fame, 

And fure alithoo, thafdoo not fo, treive. Lovers av they noon, 


But inmyp myprde, of al Mankynde, J love but you alton. 


Z-counfel you; remember how, tfts noo WMayodens latwe, 


.. Hdihing fo voughf, but to rene oul, to Giov, with an Duflatwe, 


Fo2 pe mul there, in pour hands bere, a-botwe to bere and.dawe, 
Andias aWheef, thus muff pelyeve, ever th Dede and atve ; 
15 p tobiche to you, atet harime miyght groiv, pel ZF had lever than 
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Wontan F thinke tot nay, but a’ pe fave, itis noe Papdens love, 

wnt Love may make, mefo?-peut fake, as pe habe faitbefo2e, 
ao com onfote, fo hunte and Hofe, fo gefe us Pete and fore, 
For fothat J, your Contpany, may habe F ask noo more; 

- From Hhiche fo parte, tt makith myn Berte, as colve as ony Storr, 
For tw ny minde, of al Pankynoe, F love bat yeu altett. 


Wi 



































Man Foz att outlawe, this ts the fame, that men bpnt take and binve Ma 
Uti prhout pytee, hanged to hee, and waver with the pune. 
BE Ahad neede, as gov fox beve, what rvefcons conde pe finde, 
For Cothe J trowe, pou, and pour howe, fhut; daw fo, fere be bynre 
Ano noo Merveple, for tptel avaple, were in your councel chan 
Wherefore Atoo, che wede wyl goo, alone a banifhpy Man. 


Woman Full well kuote pe, that wpmen be, ful febyt for te fipahe We 
Poo Whomanhen, is it-in deede, to bee bolee as a knpahe 
Vet infuche fere, pt chat pe were, among enemys dap atid nyghe 
FZ wolse WythTonde,wypth howe in. bande, to eteve them as Fmypah 
And pou to fave, as wpmen babe: from sech tatty one | 
Foz in mvp mprde, of al Mawkynde, J love buc_pou ation. 


Man et take goon here, for ever F drede, chat pe couve not fuftein Mat 
Whe thozney wapes, the vepe baleis, the tnotue, the froit, the rey, 
. She-coto, the bete, for dipe o2 wete, we mut lovge. on the plan 
Aur us a bove, noon other Cove, but a hoake, buth 02 twapue 
Wibiche fone fhulde greve, pou Z beteve, and-pe wolde glanty tha 
What: I Yad too, the grene wore goo, alone a hanihyy Man. 


Woman pth. F dave bere, ben partpnere; with pou af Zop and Wyte We 
¥ mutt allo, parte of potir- woo, endure ag reafon is... 
_\ Peram BF fure, of mo pigtuce, and fhorlyp itis this --+ 
Bhat where pe bee ; mee feemeth perde, Jcouls not:fave ample 
Mithout moze Speche; you befeche, that we were foon agone 
For in my Mynde, of al Dankpnde, FJ love but you alion. 


Man = Hef pe goo thedp2, pe mult confiver, whan pe have Iu to dyne Man 
? Wher thalt no mete, before to Kete, nor dink bere, ale, ne wit t 
Me thetis clene, to lpe betwene, made of thaen and twyne 
Shoon other houle, but lebps and bowes, to kever pour bead and my! 
D mipn herte Cwece, this plle opet, hula make pou pale any yoan , 
Wiperefoze F to, the wood twpt goo, a lone a banihpy Dan. 


Anicn, 
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Woman Ameuge thetopine deve, fuch.au archier, as men fay that pe-bee 
Soe map not faple, of geod Witaple, where is fo grete plente 
Guv watir cleere, of the ryvere, fhall be full (wete to me 
WH pth whiche in hele; :J-hal-right wele, endure as pe thal Cee fs 
And.er-we goo; abed 02 too, 3 can pwvive anoon | 
For in mp Mypude, of al Mankpnoe, F love buc pou altan. 


Man 4200 pethefore, pe muit doo more, pf pe wpl goo wyth me 
As cutte pour bere, up bp pour ere, pour kurtel by the kuee 
Wi pth home in bande, forto wythitande, pour enemys pf neve bee 
Mund this fame nyghe, before vay light, to wode ward wyl FZ fee 
Ano pe pe wille, al chis fulfplle, vo it fhortly as pecan 
Cilis wil J to, the avene wore goo, alonc.a bani pd Man. 


be 


Woman & falas now, domore for pou, that longeth to womanhoon 
Zo hort my here, a bow to bere, to hote in tyme of. nede 
D my fiueet Mover, before all other, for pou have Amok dreve 
quc nom adiew; 3s mult entre, where fortune ouch me leere. 
All this make pe, and leteus flee; che day vu fa opon 
For ivsmy.mpure, of al mankypnoe, ZF love but pou atton. 


Man Pap, nap, not foo, petal not goo, and A thatl celle pou whp 
Pour appetpte, is to be light, of love J wele efpie 
F02 vinht as pe; have fapde tome, in Ipkewypfehardelp 
Ve wolve anlinere, who foever it were, in wayol! company 
/3t is {ayn of olve; fone bote, fone colec, anv fo'isia oman - 
Wiherefore 3too, the wode wypl.goo, stone abanif}po man. 





Woman #ef pe take hede, petisnoonede, fuche wordis to fay bee me 
 sForofte pe preps, and longe alaped, ev A pou loviv. per de 
Aupthounh that J, of Munceftrp, abavons daughter bee 
; Pet have pou prover, how F pou loved, a (quper of low degree 
Aw ever thal, what fobefalle, covey chereforeanoon 
Sorin my mypnve, of al mankpnoe, 7 love but pou allon. 


Man & Barons chitoe, to be begplerv, i¢ were a Curlen deve 
| Mo pe felow, wyth an oudlawe, Alminhty Oodforbere 
SS ~ poet hettys were, the power fquper, alone to farett tpeve 
Whan ye thal fape, another vay, that be chat wypcken neve 
, Pe were betrayed, wherefore good Matde, che be rev that ZF can 
Bs that Jtoo, che qrene wode goo, alone a hanifhyy man. 
$3 eerbat 
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Woman Whar focver befalle, J uever thal, of chisthing pou upbraia: 


Man 


Wut pf pe goo, and leve me foo, than habe pe me betraid 
Remember pe wele, How chat pe pele, for pl pe as the fapde 

we fo unkpnde, to leve bebpnde, pour iLobve the Nut-browne Maide 
SLrutt me truely, that J thal pep, fone after pe be gone 

Foz in mp mpunpe, of al miankpnde, BF love but you allon. — 


Pel that pe went, pe fhulve repent, for inthe fo22e now 

¥§ babe purveid, me of a Maide, whom FZ love moze than pou 
Sinother faprer, than eer pe were, 3F dare it well avowe, 

Sind of pou bothe, eche thulde be mothe, wyth other as F trowe 
St were myn cafe, to pve in peale, fo Wyl FZ pf Jcan 
Wherefore Jto, the wove wyl goo, alone a banyihid man. 


Woman Zhourh in the wood, A undirftode, pe bad a paramour 


Man 


All this map noughe, remove my thoughe, but thacZ wil be pour 
Aud the halt fynoe, me fofte andkpnde, and curteis every our 
@ladto fulfplie, all chat the wplie, commaunde me to mp power 
For had pe loo, and hundzed moo, pet wolve J be that one 

Foz in mp mpnde, ofal mankpnoe, FJ love bus pou alton. 


My nowne dere love, F fee the prove, that pe be kynvde and trewe 
DE Mapde and Wipf, in al my ipf, the bet that ever J knew 

We merep andatad, be no moze fad, the cale ts chaungen newe 
For it were ruthe, that for pour trouth, pou fhuld have caufle to rewe 
We not oifmaped, whatfoever Z fapd, to pou whau F began 

¥% wyl not too, the grene wod goo, Zam noo banifhyd man. 


Woman ZCheis tivingis be, more gladto me, than to be made aQuene. 


Man 


Vf Zwere lure, they thuloendure, but tt ts often {een 

Wiben men wyl backe, promple they Cpeke, the wo2rdis on the (plene 
Pe hape fome wyle, me to begyle, ftele fro me J wene 

Then were the cafe wurs than tt was, and FI moze woo begone 
Foriumy mypnde, of al mankpnde, F love but you allon. 


Pe thal not nede, further todzeve, J wyl not difparage 
Pow Gon defende, {pth pou detcende, of fo grete a Lpnage 
RMowunderftande, to Weftmerlande, whiche te mp berptage 
FZ wyl pou bainge, and wptha rynge, be wey of Parpace 
J wyl pou take, and Lady make, as thoatip gs J can , 
hus have pewone, an Crles fou, and noe a banthyy man. 

Hera 
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Here may pe Cee, that wymen be, tn love meke, kpnve and able 
Late never man, repreve them than, 02 call them variable 

Wut rather prep, Pod that we may, to chem be comfortable 
WHbhiche fomtime provpth, Cuche as lovech, pf thep be charitalile 
Fo2 fith men wolve, chat wpmen fholve, he meke to them eche on 
Poche more ourhe thep, co Ood obey, and ferve but byin alone. 






























| LL the World knows Mrs, Bebn was no Whig, no Republican, nor 
A Fanatick her Zeal lay quite on the other Side: And tho her Man- 
ners was no Honour to any, yet her Wit made her*acceptable to that 
s which fhe efpous’d. She was a Politician, as well asa Poet: For we findin 
the fhort Account of her Life, printed with thofe of the other Poets, the 
was employ’d by Charles II. inthe Difcovery of the Dutch Intrigues in the 
Dutch War; which fhe was the better qualify’d todo, by her Knowledge 
of their Language, fhe having liv’d a long time in Surinam, a Colony 
where there were many Dutch Merchants; and not long after fhe left it, 
‘twas farrendred to that Republick by King Charles. *Tis well known, 
that the Gentlemen fhe fpeaks of in the following Poem, had too much rea- 
fon to complain; and that the very Men, who had been fo much inftru- 
mental in keeping King Charlies the II: out of his Dominions, were moft 
carefs'd after his Reftoration. — 


The Complaint of the poor Cavalezers. 
By Mrs. A. Bebn. 


if | é 
Ive me the Man that’s hollow, 
Since he is the only Fellow, 
For Honefty’s out of Date; 
And he’s the vi "en : 
That (bew'd himfelf fo valiant, 
T ae off bir Mfr's Pate. 
, Thefea--thefe be the Men that flaunt, 
As if they were Sons of Gaunt, et 
n 






140 The Mufes Mercury, 
And ev'ry Knave 


Is Fine and Brave, 
While the poor Cavalier’s tn want. 


IT. 

The Man that chang’d his Note, 
And he who has turwd his Coat, 

Shall now have a good Reward ; 
He’s either made a Ki ht, 
Or elfe by this good Light, 

A very Reverend Lora: 
And let him be fo for me, 
Tm as gay and as good as he. 


| iit. 
bs. Hang Sorrow, why fhould us repine, 
f We'll drive down our Grief with good Wine, 
Not caring for thofe that rife ; | 
For had they been but true Men, 
They never had been new Men, 
And we had ne’er been wife. 
The Blockhead that merits moft, 
That has all his Fortune loft, 
Muft now be turd out 
And a new-found Rout 
Of Courtiers rule the roaft. 
























He next Verfes are fo tender, that one may fee the Author writ’em 
with no affected Paffion. And indeed fhe had no need-to affect wha 
was fo natural to her, 
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On a Pin that burt Aminta’s Eye. 
By the Same. 
















Njarious Pin, how durft thou fteal fo nigh ? 

Lo touch, nay worfe, to hurt his precious. Eye. 
Bafe Inftrument, fo ill thow ft play’d thy part, 
Wounding his Eye, thou’ft wounded my poor Heart: 
And for each pity’d Drop his Eye did {hed, | 
My fympathizing Heart a thoufand bled : 

Too daring Pin, was there no Tintture goud 
To bath thy Point, but my Aminta’s Blood 2 
Cond thy Ambition teach thee fo to fin? 
Was that a Place for thee to revel in. 

"Iwas there thy Miftre[s had defign’d to be, 
And muft fhe find a Rival too in thee? 
Curs’d Fate! That I fbou’d harbour thee fo long, 
And thou at laft confpire to do me wrong. 
Tho well I knew thy Nature to be rude, 

And all thy Kyn full of Ingratitude, 

I little thought thou wouldft prefume fo far, 
To aim thy Malice at fo bright a Star. 


Now all the Service thou canft render me 

Will never recompenfe this Injury. : 
Well, get thee gone----for thou foalt never more 
Have Power to hurt what I fo mach adore. 
Hence from my Sight, and mayft thou ever lie, 
A crooked Object to each fcornful Eye. 



































The Mufes Mercury, 


The DREAM. 


W Ate as I went to view a Crowded Play, 





Wretch that Iwas! Igaz’d my Heart away, 
Amidst the bright Confufion met my Doom, 
Struck by this Mien, and wounded by that Bloom ; 
Then fighing urg’d my half-fix’d Feet to move, 
And bear me to retreat from killing Love ; 
With fruitle/s Labour they perform’d their part, 
Where are we fafe from Fate’s or Cupid’s Dart ! 
I meafur'd out my length of Ground, and lay 

Not pleas’d with Darknefs, yet not wifbing Day, 
Blam’d all the Stars, and curs'd my fad Mifchance, 
Thus to be feizvrd and fervile to a Glance. 

At length the drowfie God his Pinions [pread, 

And racking Cares, the Train of Paffion, fled. 
Sleep with unufual Bounty clos’d my Eyes, 

‘Too oft his Balms th’ unhappy Brow defpife. 

Full of the Sex I dreamt, and [aid fuch things, 

As call Surprize, and give Remembrance Stings. 

| Beauty! what art thou Men fo much adore! 

A painted Nothing, an imagin’d Power ; 
Enticing Trappings to the View reveal’d, 

But Rags ana Rafe: are within conceal’a : 

Ice to the Feet, and faundice to the Sight, 
Which of thy Slaves can tread or look aright ! 
Oh! would we Reafon more than Senfe obey, 
What's all thy Sov’ reignty, and cry’d up Sway ? 
The paffive, whining Vaffal forms thy Reign, — 
And thou art great, becaufe he fuffers Patn ; 
Courage alone thy Empire would deftroy, 

Bold Importunity foon gets the Foy, 

While foft Refpect at Diftance fuing lies, 

Gives Scorn Pretence, and makes thee tyrannize ; 
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Yet this unequal Law has Nature made, 
he moft deferving are the moft afraid, 
How art thou byals'd, Nature, for that Sex, 


dFeather-ar 
Bat: modeftMerit ever. 


Thus varying Forms, and chufin 
The Worthy langh dt Storps} iyéh 


tg perplex ! 
ebasble here, 


Th’ Unworthy dare, that almoft Shadows fear. 


What means this ftrange Enchantment in our Mind * 


Mijchiefs we fly, yet follow Womankind, 


The Soul of all. Perdition, Ban 
A fhort-liv’d Curé, but long; li 


Eafe, 


On 


Z Difihe. 


All other Ills by publick Marks we (bung * +. 
Here flatter’d with Appearance, are undone. 


By Lions Looks we're warw'd, and Serpents Shapes, 
But Woman feems all fair 


; 4nd, O! who {capes ? 


Redre/s, ye Gods ! This Grievance of out Race, 
Nor thus let Lowe, inglorious Love, debafe; 
Sure Pain was no Condition of our Frame, 

Creation, not Deftraction, feem’d your Aim. 
call you Man your Mafter-ptece of Skill, 
Yet are fohavd, and make him wretched till’? 
Enough to lofe a Rib! and maft the Heart __, 
Be Woman’s too? That dear, that tender Part ! 


If fuch your Terms, take back the Breath you gave, 


"12s better not to live, than live a Slave Sg 


rt ee een eee - & = 


Elfe bid him ftill remember how he fell, 


idl Nor placera Heav’a tn; Her that cays'd 4 Hebe. - 6 


No more I faid : but ftartediat that Name,. 


And redden’d in my Sleep, methought with Shame . 


Thus to wrong Gods, and facred Beauty too, 


But Dreams will rave ; and what can Mad-men do! 


Morpheus demanded back his borrow’d Night, 
And ftrait, around appear'd offenjive Light ; 
I wak’d, repented, and return’d to Chatus; — 
Forgot my Rage, and tamely bore my Pains, 






























Lovers 
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omr- The Mufes: Mercury; ' iot 


Lovers dnd Conivas,, bar at difiance waily 
But as theiv Foes approach; their Spirirs fait. 



















- From one tot” other fill Trove, 
"Ore me by turns they reign, =. 
If this brings Anger, that brings Love, 


‘On Loving Two at once. 
By $.°C. Efq; | 
w Tereedy Love no Meafure knows 
For two at once I fue, ; 


In the fame Stanza’s I enclofe 
Phillis aud Ceelia too. 









And heals the Wound again. 


But when they both together meet, 
Good Gods how bleft am I? 


With double Foys my Heart does beat, = * ~ 


A Miftre/s fills each Eye. 


_ 
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| He Difficulty that feem’d in the laft Anigma,:is happily folv’d in 
the following Explanations: ©. 
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The Ainigma tntheteft, Mercury explain’ d. 
By Mr P+-on3 


N Reggin he’s rich, tho in. ocket he’s Poor. 
He crinzes to Courtiers, and cocks to theC its, 
Like twenty he dreffes, but looks like three/core, 
He’s a Wit to the Foals, and a Fool to the Wits. 


Of Wifdom he’s empty, but full of Conceit, 
He paints -and- perfumes, while he-rots withthe Scab. 
"Tis a Beau you may fear byhis Senfe and his Gate, 
He boafts of a Beatty; and Kes with 2 Drab. 











He Anigma that is communicated tous for this Mercury, feems to be - 
moregeneral. We fhall be glad to fee it as well explain’d. 


An #ZNIGM A. 
By Sir T---- W. Te Te * 4 


"M neither Widow, Maid, ‘nor Wife, 
And never teem'd in all my Life,” 


Jet many a goodly Son I have, 3 r 
| Some Fools, fome wife, fome mad, fome grave, 
in Some very bafbful, fome asbrave,; 


And never Sons, and never Mother, 

Were ere fo fond of one another ;~* 

But tho we are fo wondrous fweet, 

We rarely, very rarely meet. 

A Riddle this, you fay, the rather, 

Becaufe thele Sons pave ner a Father. 

I’m moft jecuré whén Foes are near, © 

When none fo very apt to Fray 5 

I'm of my trucft Friends afraid, : 

And court my Enemies for Aid: F2 Love 
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Yawiqns yworeawDifeasfe. owes. VV - 
By LH. Efq; 


ro 
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F Love's a Pleafure, what is Pain? 
‘That we its Rage fhould fhun; 
do we of the Gout sk faci 

Or tremble ‘at the Stone? 






W 


2. Ther Hunger onth’ Arabian Lands, 
. Where Grain. nor Olives Lr ow, , 
| * And Thirft upon the Libyan Sands, aS —_ 
Where Waters never flow, V 


Ther Racks ail Wei Rods maypleafe, _&f Ver 

And Wretches onthe Wheel...) | gO ligt 

May fanly they” ve in perfect ae : me Fi relt 
Andtaugh at what they feel. 





For all that ancient Fables tell, 
Of Tantalus’s Pain, . 

Is little to the Lover?s Hell, t ghee y 
To burn and mils IB UAite! 8 


A Sicknefs this which once at leafy 
Wein our Lives endure, . 

And no Maz.ts fo. much difiaidy Co 
As he who fies. aCure. 


What makes the fond defpairing Bay 
The lovely Willow choofe, 

Tf filly Sylvia was not Coy, Ree 
Wou'd Daron tie the Néafie > od eal 

Are none but Sylvia young : and fei ee 

Look out, an@you poay Jee. “ Ee A 





me 





,. = os ae “de bag ao ee Pee oD itt 
af ae Seale hat ‘ 
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A thoufand better worth your C Aye, 
As fair and young as foes in... 
























To Cloe or to Chloris.ran, .... 
With them your Fortune try; 

Ask Phillis, and tis ten to one, 
That {he or they comply. 


But if they all fhall prove unkind 
At Thwayt’s or Rous’s Call . * 4 

And in the Tufcan Flask you'll find, + 
More Foys than with ’em all, 





> © — 


E muft take this Opportunity,’ to own our felves indebted to the 
Gentleman that wrote the following Poem, for feveral Papers of 
Verfes, which fufficiently fhew the Author’s Merit. We have been ob- 
lig’d to give the Preference to thofe that came firft, and fhall publih the - 
reftinduetime. “=. en ei 


To a Lady, upon a Fly's getting into ber Eye. 
Imitated from the French by Mr. Tho, Uvedale, 


Hat pretty little gaudy Fly, ~~ 
That flew into your lovely Eye, - 
Had furely form'd‘no mean Defign, 
Of chufing [uch a beauteous Shrine 
After long hov’ring round the Fame, 
That fireaming from a Taper came, 
Fool that Iam, crys he, to die- 
A Death of fo. much Infamy, 
For fince my Life I am to lofe, 
A Death of Honour I will chufe,- 
In her bright Eye let me expire,” 
- Nor perifh by-a meaner Fire. 
Thus dying, I may boldly claim 
A fhining and imimortah Names, 































Whofe Torments and pis Truth deferve tt all. 






Th admiring World will me Feveres cls ty 
When I in Story foatukppeaps\. 8% ~\ es. 
My Fate with Pleafure t¢ ey li behold, Sogt 
When °tis in happy Niinbe¥3'told,"s 20! 2 3 
And in fome pablick place 'thepll-raife® 


. 


A coftly Statue to my Pratfe. 
So fair a Murd’rer will create’ °° 
An Envie of my glorious Fate :. ee 
For who would not bis Liferefign; 3 

For fuch a charming Death as mine?’ - 

"Tis true, my Shape and’ Figure’s (malt, 

For Grandeur not defign'd at all | 

Tet, tb mp Jittle Senfes Tare 
Much like a Man of Quality. — , 

My Death will e’en [uch Wonders do, 

As yet your Lovers never knew; .:- 

For me you'll meer while you deride 


’ ‘ Cy 
x % 








Their Pains with an ungenerous Prides > | * 

Thus faying, heextends hisWings, = i 
\ And tow’rd her Eye with Rapture [primgs, | © ge 

Where drench’d in Tears, he {miling lay, 


And figh'd his little Soul away,” 3 3 — 
Can you then Tears*tn earneft foed, — - ; 
To mourn.this pretty Infect dead? 
Cowd I that happy Infect be, 

That you might weep as much for me! 
Gods! what untoward Spirits thrive 
In this hard Age in which we live, 
That for a Fly your Eyes can vain, _ 
But never for a Lover's Pain: .. 

If Pity, Phillis, warms your Heart, 
A nobler Way its Beams impart, 

For wretched Sylvio let a Deluge fall, 
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